FALSE PROPHET 

JNTERNAL JOURNAL OF THE TOB - ISSUE #1 





WORLD OFFER - A Guide for Initiates 
Parti 

TOB 


Initiatory Crisis 

Genuine initiatory crises are absolutely necessary for the creation of the Noctulian and the 
entrance into the undead state. The silence of dwelling in the eye of the storm, a symbolic 
representation of the undead state that is Noctulian existence, can only be obtained by 
traversing the path of harsh, brutal ordeals that are the hallmark of our alchemical change 
process. Like when approaching the eye of a hurricane, the winds of ordeal and forced 
transfiguration will become harsher and more intense as one approaches the eye. It is only 
through real, genuine initiatory crises that one can reach the Noctulian state. The initiatory 
crises that are prerequisite must include real tragedy, real horror and real testing. This is not 
simply promethean overcoming, as the Noctulian is not simply an aphorism for a Satanic Adept. 
The current of the Tempel ov Blood is very specific and involves treading a sideward path 
towards a paradigm of existence that is alien and inimical to the cosmic life force. 
Transformation necessarily must be perverse and filled with elements of terror due to the fact 
that the entity that emerges after breakthrough is an abomination in quintessence, rather than 
being the ’next rung on the evolutionary ladder’ per se. Specific methods of self-engineering 
must be employed to produce specific entities. 

For many, the harshness and the absurd nature of pursuing the alchemical change process 
according to Noctulian standards will be too much to bear. There are many groups and systems 
available for those who wish to follow a more humane approach and we do not dissuade those 
who are better suited for an alternative method to go their own way. However, if one wishes to 
aspire towards the Noctulian state, if one wishes to enter into the TOB Blood Pool, then 
discipline and fanatical commitment to our way must be adhered to. If you fail you will face 
the inevitable torture that comes with associating with the blood currents of the TOB and 
embracing the Abyss - if you succeed you will also face the inevitable torture that comes with 
associating with the blood currents of the TOB and embracing the Abyss. One may decide to no 
longer embrace the denizens of the Abyss, however, the denizens of the Abyss, once contacted, 
will persistently be interested in embracing you. 

A bleak path lies before you, strewn with the blood of those that have gone before and 
advancement in the path involves an increase, not a decrease, in the awareness of darkness. 


Blood Feeding 

All aspiring Noctulians must feed. Upon what do you feed? The blood essence of humans. One 
~ay consume the blood essence of the human herd via direct draining procedures while 
r-sembodied in the astral state. One may also consume the blood essence of a human via 
s.r^^athetic contact, sight and touch. What is the grim secret to this Wamphyric Art that is 
cfter denied by vampiric orders? It is the fact that engineering pain - psychic and physical - real 
e.*. seeds done towards a specific target in the flesh to put it plainly, is very useful in releasing 
"e flow from your human victim. Coercing your victims into states of psychological stress - or 



even psychological terror - psychical pain - or even physical pain - will work wonders in allowing 
you to feed heavily upon them. This blood essence - once consumed - will attract the denizens 
of the Abyss and they, via inducing insanity in the initiate and allowing the initiate to peer 
thfbugh the horrid vortices of the void and backwards darkness - will aid in your 
transformation. Employing black arts methods for harm should be used in tangent with blood 
feeding - this means employing curses as well as more practical methods. A TOB initiate is 
encouraged - and expected - to curse and feed indiscriminately. 

The Blood Pool 

When one enters into the Tempel ov Blood once becomes part of the TOB Blood Pool. What 
does this mean? it means that the blood that you drain from humans is in like manner drained 
from you - by the Inner Family of Noctulians higher in the hierarchy. The pinnacle of this 
feeding process is the Blood Father of the Inner Family. The Blood Father is a vortex that twists 
and distorts the blood currents and then channels this downward towards the larger TOB Blood 
Family. His black hand is upon you and his touch drains you of the blood essence that you have 
culled from humans. He is a vortex that twists and distorts the blood currents. His mercy is the 
blood currents that have been twisted and distorted which he sends down as a rain of astral 
energy only to those of the TOB - those of the family. This blood essence, rather than simply 
being vitalizing (as is the blood essence that you, the initiate, cull from the human herd), is 
possessed of properties that coerce transformation and transfiguration according to Noctulian 
principles. The rain of mercy from our Blood Father aids in the creation of the Noctulian - in 
tangent with practical acts of evil done in the world - and the pains and rigors of ordeal and 
initiatory crises. This is one of essential secrets of the alchemical change process revealed. 



NIGHT OF SATAN 


TOB 


Gwydion made an exit from his older model automobile, stretched lazily, then shut the door 
■vdthout bothering to lock.) Above him stretched the pale blue of oncoming twilight; before 
rim loomed a rather nondescript but indulging (after a fashion) structure which could not be 
mistaken for anything but a modern shopping mall. As if to prove this point, Gwydion’s senses 
perked appreciably as the smell of cotton-candy perfume and the sound of youthful chittering 
caused him to turn and investigate. 

Three modem maidens of the freshmen variety passed Gwydion without so much as a glance at 
him or his less-than-impressive vehicle. Their moon-like faces sparkled with glitter and oddly 
colored lip-gloss, and Gwydion paused to drink of their blood essence. 

Turning away, he sighed, and continued on towards his intended destination with scenes of the 
girls he had passed suffering various tortures in remote Wallachian castles playing happily in his 
mind’s eye. 

The mall, on a typical Friday night in a typical American suburb, was suffuse with life. The 
destination of many a domesticated youth, the scene was occasionally spiced with a smattering 
of older twenty-somethings (the latter were often viewed as very thrilling and ‘dangerous’ by 
the former) who would stop off for a beginning-of-the-weekend stroll before proceeding to 
late-night reveries of fast food, gluttonous drug use and sex (not particularly in that order.) For 
any self=-proclaimed “Living Vampire” (what to mention de facto adolescent?) in the suburbs, 
this was the place to go for a bit of feeding and a chance to “keep one’s finger on the pulse of 
things”, as was good to do on occasion. 

Two squires of the senior variety and one maid of the sophomore variety strolled towards the 
hero of our story. The males of the small band were dressed in ridiculously oversized blue 
jeans, backwards hats, and tent-like sports jerseys bearing gaudily embroidered infinity loops. 
The female was attired as... a slut (let’s be frank, shall we?) 

As the trio drew closer, they mumbled something then laughed over-dramatically. Whether 
their “acting out” was intended as a jibe against Gwydion or whether they were simply 
behaving as humans often do, we will let remain a mystery, however Gv/ydion, as befitting his 
perceptual idiosyrKrasies, viewed it as the former. 

In his mind’s eye he visualized a black, dripping tendril extending out from his body and into 
the female. Floating black shapes surround the girl as Gwydioo fingers the small bag of goofer 
dust in his pocket and... 

The “wigger princess” grabs her stomach and begins retching softly. Just then the eyes of one 
of the human chattel meet the peering orbs of Gwydion, as if with a look, he could petition the 
oerpetrator to help alleviate what was fast becoming a strange and rather embarrassing 
situation. 

Gwydion smiled, made the sign of the horns and quiety muttered the name “Pazuzu” before 
♦vBiking off towards the center court. 


As he gracefully strolled onwards, he heard the distinctive sound of vomit hitting buffed marble 
somewhere back in the distance, and his smile grew into an outright obscene and lecherous 
grin. 

With portents such as this so early in the evening, surely the night spread out before him like a 
great black canvas would prove to be an auspicious one indeed! 

Past the record store, around the bend and into the coffee shop Gwydion strolled; the stacatto 
report of his out-of-fashion hobnailed boots lost in the din of low white-noise that typified his 
environs. Once into the partially-shielded coffee shop, the sounds grew less caustic and were 
replaced by the low but furtive conversations of self-styled ‘academe’ and the soft sound of 
generic instrumental ‘muzak.’ 

Gwydion stepped up to the counter... 

“Give me a Mocha raspberry, large please.” 

“Certainly,” replied the college-aged girl with horn-rimmed glasses and a slightly “granola” 
appearance. 

“Thank you very much.” 

Having obtained his beverage (as Gwydion learned before long ago that, for youth, the proof 
that one had spent at least some money during one’s visit to the mall greatly reduced the 
chances of being a target of the unpalatable surveillance by the resident security force), 
Gwydion walked into the “food court” area, taking a remote table close to the exit. 

Gwydion fidgeted with the soft leather satchel he had carried from his car, but refrained from 
opening it and rifling through his various manuscripts. After all, in keeping with decorum, this 
was a shopping center cafeteria - not a library! 

He sat, sipping his coffee occasionally, scanning the crowd for the person he was scheduled to 
rendezvous with and feeding ufx)n the vibrancy of the humanity strewn out-and-about the mall. 
Despite the fact that he was energized (he had traveled in the astral the night before, feeding 
deeply on a particularly delicious victim), as well he should be, he found strangely that his 
thirst was not slaked. 

His thoughts were interrupted, with an abrupt sighting of what seemed to be a monarch 
butterfly, perched on the marquis of one of the food shops. His concentration, as it were, had 
been broken. 

Damn! Surely I need more power - v/hat secrets are not being revealed to me in the 
manuscripts? Thought Gwydion sourly. 

As if to answer that question, a figure suddenly stood before him - as if he had simply 
materialized on the spot. 

“Hello, I am Jonathan Hubbur." 


Gwydion rose from his seat. 



* .arr^nric Greetings, brother.” 

ixS TMD good-natured fellows often do, the pair shook hands briefly. Gwydion could not but to 
*ee'. 2 dark elation at the man’s touch, as energy gleaned from that brief physical contact was 
i:~'1ar to the feeling that Gwydion had felt when kneeling before graves in the cemetery. 
=e^aps this Mr. Hubbur was wtiat he claimed to be after alll 

.-onathan had contacted Gwydion to start with - a response to an advertisement on the internet 
for Gwydion’s fledgling temple. The temple was, as might be surmised, of the vampiric sort. 
Although it boasted a half-dozen members scattered across various parts o the world, the core 
that is, those individuals who knew and worked with Gwydion in person) was composed only of 
a few persons... 

Yet, the fanaticism of Gwydion projected a powerful glamour upon those who came into 
contact with him - and his temple’s reputation was an intimation of an order possessing genuine 
darkness. 

Gwydion quickly made an assessment of Jonathan. 

He was quite a bit older than he himself, perhaps more than a decade. Also, the look of the 
man’s garb and the man himself was unfamiliar to Gwydion. Hubbur was an American, no 
doubt, but either he was very v/ell traveled or from a completely obscure part of the country 
(perhaps bothl) 

As such, thought Gwydion, to the most brutal degree must I myself exemplify my loyalty to the 
Undead Gods before this stranger! 

The pair sat, engaging in a bit of small talk at first as the throbbing shoppers continued in their 
Friday night pastimes all around them. 

Gwydion opened his leather case, removing a photocopied and stapled document of some thirty 
pages in length. The title of the manuscript was printed in a strange, obscure typeface; 
beneath it, an image showing a castle with a demon leering out from one of the parapets. 

“Here, Jonathan, is the manuscript you requested!” 

Hubbur deftly plucked out a ten dollar bill with one hand and slid it across the table, while 
sliding the manuscript towards himself with the other hand. 

Gwydion pocketed the cash, then swept his hand grandiosely out toward the crowd. 

“Behold - the humans - our slaves...” 

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. , 

“You are a pompous child!” 

Gwydion glared - such an insult was far beyond anything he could ever had... 

“Stop what you are thinking child, be silent!” 



Gwydion, as if compelled, dropped his hand, staring forward. 

Jonathan raked his rather long and yellow fingernails across the cover of the manuscript. 

“Gwydion... or should I use your Christian name, Thomas? Do not misunderstand me. We are 
pleased with your work, very pleased, in fact. If it had not been so, we would have never 
contacted you and came so far to see you - although we have visited you many times before - 
through that old mirror of yours! Do you understand?” 

Gwydion nodded, in a state of dark and pleasurable shock. 

"You plead in the night for genuine darkness - real world evil. You call out to the Backwards 
Darkness for the Undead to come unto you... do you truly want these things Thomas, or are you 
words mere affectation?” 

Gwydion was roused, leaning over the table towards Jonathan and speaking in a harsh whisper. 

“I am fanatical in my pursuit of the blood, dear sir! I am a vampire, a walking demon of Lord 
Sathanasl I bleed for Lord Sathanas to bring the Undead upon the earth once again!” 

To illustrate, Gwydion pulled up the sleeve of his long-sleeve black shirt, revealing a neat row 
of self-inflicted razor cuts. 

Jonathan nodded his head approvingly. 

“So it seems, Gwydion, so it seems. ” 

He put his hand over Gwydion’s own. 

The gesture created a surge of anxiety in Gwydion. He seemed to feel the eyes of others upon 
him and Jonathan... what would they think? Under this, he could feel his blood current being 
drained into Jonathan, the older man’s spirit and will dominating his own. 

Jonathan removed his hand silently, then stared across at his victim, gazing squarely into his 
eyes. 

“If you are serious Gwydion, you will come with me now.” 

Before he knew it, Gwydion was walking the length of the mall, toward the far exit to the back 
of the parking lot. Something that felt like shame and even fear flooded Gwydion, he blushed 
heavily. 

He was used to being the dominator, submitting to none! Yes, there were the communions at 
three in the morning within his bedroom that served as his private temple... but even that, he 
thought, was within his comfort zone... 

Out of the building now, into the parking lot full of modern cars, glowing under the sodium 
lights. 

Jonathan removed his keys and gestured towards the most remote section of the parking lot. 



"My car is ove' 

Another min-'.e e': ;-'-’-,uion sat in the passenger side of a recent model luxury sedan 

with leather ;e=*_: 

Jonathan turr-r'C "•e e*c rrie engine came to life, purring softly. 

There was rc s:.-: ■ •'•e except the background music, which seemed to be some sort of 
chanting laye'e: -•e-'-age sounding music. This too was disquieting for Gwydion, whose 

ears were acc_r::--e*c :: sea-ing black metal played at high decibels. 

Both men we'e r e^*. -s I'e. c'ove under the cover of mid-evening darkness. 

Gvy7dion’s stc~acr ~z--zC uneasily. 

They turned -"c a* e^c'a'ce ramp, merging onto the northbound interstate highway. 

A chill seerre-c :: as Gv/ydion’s home and domain moved farther and farther behind 

him in the ceete'* -: “^i^t. 

Dark, monotc":-s landscapes came and went. Morbid and sinister and seemingly all 

the same. Secc-'c om.e forests bordering the four-lane freeway blocked out all sight of 

the civilized w;-': -j-a: :ay behind their green expanse. 

Gwydion’s trec-ar" r'c net grow less - but the night, the hypnotic routine of the road and 
the strange m-rc " t,“e s':?'’eo all combined to put him into a trance-like, acausal frame of 

mind. 

Onto an exit ra~r a legend of an area he had never heard of, off the freeway and onto 

a near deserter :r "ad surrounded by gaping wilderness. How long had they been driving? 

Hours must have cast, c-t Gwydion wore no watch and he loathed to break the mystic silence 
with a mundane ouesTC" to the driver, 

“We’re almost tre^a. Gw-.cion!” 

Jonathan’s face was case, white and sweating coldly. His face contorted into a sadistic grin as 
he turned, casting a g.a-:e at Gwydion before returning his eyes to the road. 

Jonathan’s hand s'a-ec acess the gearshift and began stroking Gwydion’s thigh, as if to soothe 
him. 

Gwydion felt bile rise nis gorge... what have I gotten myself into? Just what in the world have 
I gotten myself into? 

Gwydion’s body was a’*.:cted vrith a disquieting paralysis and he stared, listless and afraid, out 
at the dark sky and the scanas of pine. 

They made a turn at a long since abandoned barn, then several miles deeper into the country. 
Gwydion thought he saw a hooded figure watching their progress, from the cloak of trees, then 




a disc-shaped object floating in the cold sky. 

Soon they turned into a driveway, the property concealed behind a barrier of natural design. 

Jonathan turned the key and the car stopped smoothly in front of a steel building that, for 
Gwydion, exuded an aura of eldritch menace. 

The pair exited the vehicle. 

They by-passed the garage doors and came to a service entrance. 

Jonathan inserted a key, pulled the door open, and bade Gwydion to enter. 

Gwydion’s judgement played out an internal war in his head - a battle between his emerging, 
shadow self and his remaining vulnerable humanity. 

But, one by one, he took slow, halting steps towards the open door, as Jonathan looked on, hij 
emotions masked behind a sinister stare. 

They were inside, the door closed and locked behind them. The building was large, lit only be 
yellowed and dusty laterns. 

There was movement in the shadows. 

Near a shadowed corner, Gwydion was bidden to sit, on a soft bed of old yet comfortable 
throw-pillows which had been scattered deep atop the cement floor. 

Jonathan retreated to another part of the enclosed area then returned, bearing a milk-like 
beverage for his guest. 

“Drink Gwydion, drink to the glory of the Undead Gods beyond the gate of Saturn!" 

Gwydion obeyed, slurping thirstily the entire chalice in nearly a single draught. 

Unbeknown to Gwydion, the drink had been heavily laced with a liquid version of a 
hallucinogenic substance... 

Time and space began to stake on strange proportions. Gwydion saw shapes form and dissolve 
before his eyes. Somewhere, music was playing. Not music like he had heard in Jonathan’s car, 
but blatantly dark, apocalyptic, militaristic sounds capes that set his teeth on edge. 

Demons crept toward him out of the darkness... groping him, sibilating bizarre names that 
intensified the sense of dread and darkness that hung thickly in the air. 

One of them had a body of a man, but his face was amass of dripping, red intestines... 

He remembered several people stripping him nude, draping a swastika flag over his body, and 
laughing... 

For awhile, the demons ceased to appear. 


A girt came to him out of the dark; caressing him, soothing his fears... 


““n^e, there my child...” 

rer voice was like a thousand voices speaking in unison. 

i->e cegan to calm, mesmerized by the creamy hue of her skin, which seemed to pulse with the 
acausal. But soon, she too had disappeared and In her place came rough hands; probing and 
violating his body. He felt himself being lifted, spread and chained onto a cold, metal 
apparatus. Then, the cruel, biting lash of a whip bringing pain beyond any he had ever known 
before. 

How long he screamed... 

The sounds of his pleading for mercy and relief were cut through by a high, metallic voice 
which seemed to penetrate into his very mind, even as the whip continued to tear at his raw 
flesh. 

“Can you tell us boy, what is that the soil cries for?” 

Lash. Lash. Lash. 

Scream. Scream. Scream. 

“That is • what makes the grass grow?” 

He felt himself being raped with a cold, dead object. 

Gwydion began to cry. 

“Answer us, boy!” 

All the demons assembled began to scream the question in unison... 

"ANSWER US, BOY! ANSWER US, BOY! ANSWER.. ANSWER!!!" 

A figure in a black cloak, face obscured by corpse-paint, stood before him. He drew an object 
across his own wrist, and the crimson, crimson claret began to flow, dripping upon Gwydion’s 
face. 

Gwydion’s mind seem to shatter like glass, spreading into a million directions. 

His hysterical weeping and screaming began to cease as a hoarse cry issued forth from his 
innermost self: 

“BLOOD! BLOOD! BLOOD!!!” 

The robed figure shoved the bleeding wound into Gwydion’s mouth and the neonate suckled at 
the foimt of the Abyss, imbibing, as it were, the elixir of Qlipoth. 


Silence fell, and all was black. 



PEACE, LOVE AND MUNGBEANS 


TOB 


Ryan finished reading what was on the computer screen and picked up the phone. He dialed a 
number and waited for the ringtone. Once. Twice. Three times. 

‘Hello?’ 

Ryan looked thoughtfully at the screen once more and began to speak to his girlfriend. 

‘Hey babe. How’s your day going’ 

Ryan listened attentively to the female voice emanating from the receiver. After a short while 
he found himself nodding gently in genuine agreement. 

‘Yeah, I think that’s the way to go. I mean you’re the strongest person I know, if anyone can do 
it, you can babe.’ 

He listened to the customary silence and then for the returned interest. 

‘What have I been doing? Well I’ve been reading something by that group I told you about - the 
one that seems closely connected to the ONA? Yes, that’s the one - anyway I’ve been reading 
about this concept they’ve got called the ‘Blood Pool’ where basically, how do I put this, 
people are viewed as vials of lifeblood, and each person has the ability to contribute to this 
Blood Pool by, well, giving blood. Remember when we were talking about the acausal? Okay 
well the blood is sort of acausal in that it is the essence of the Cosmos, which as you know 
flows into the causal as humans or ‘nexions’ and gives us humans our Life, in one regard. But 
it’s also causal in that the Blood Pool also grows by actual giving of real blood. By 
contributions, whether voluntary or not, such as shedding real blood in war, or killing, or 
sacrifice - or even intellectual blood like art or writings that are about the Temple. Whatever 
serves to increase the power, resources and spread of the ‘Blood Pool’ basically.’ 

There was a pause as Ryan listened for a moment to the receiver. 

‘Well basically the ‘Blood Pool’ is like a ‘Nexion’, a place where the Acausal meets the Causal 
and there’s a mergence. Except in this case their ‘Blood Pool’ is like something that has to be 
fed, vdth constant and continual sources of blood, and the more they feed it, the more 
powerful it gets.’ 

Ryan listened again. 

‘Well yeah I guess there’s not much difference in the way it works from the ONA’s nexions - 
except that from what I understand - the ONA nexions are places or people designed to open a 
‘gateway’ between the Acausal and the Causal. Maybe I’m wrong, it doesn’t really go into as 
much detail as I’d like here, but I think the ‘Blood Pool’ is meant to be used to form/create an 
actual Demon. Sort of like using all the pain and suffering and darkness and things to, well build 
an autonomous dark force, a bit like how people build society and then society started building 
people?’ 


Ryan hoped he wouldn’t have to explain how. 

‘Yes babe, exactly like that. Man created a wheel, and then the wheel shaped man, y’know? 
Well anyway, what I actually wanted to talk about is related to this ‘Blood Pool’, it’s pretty 
interesting. You know how the ONA creates Adepts and sometimes the Adepts don’t 
make/maintain the grade and are used as, well fodder for the Dark Gods? Yep well it’s the 
same sort of deal with the ToB, except with the ToB everyone’s considered good fodder for the 
Dark Gods. It seems to be the quantity of blood they’re concerned about with the Blood Pool, 
not the quality of character for sacrifice like the ONA here, but I think there’s more to it. 
Anyway instead of Adepts, there’s these ordeals that individuals are put through which basically 
tries to turn them into ‘Noctulians’ and these Noctulians are like real vampires.’ 

Ryan had anticipated the question but wasn’t sure of the answer. 

‘I’m not really sure to tell you the truth. I’ve got some idea why they want to make vampire- 
type creatures. I'll send you something about that later tonight. And from what I’ve read, 
‘Noctulius’ is one of the ONA’s Dark Gods, represents night or something. I’m sure it’s more 
intricate than that - hang on I'll check.’ 

Ryan set the phone down on the desk and typed some words into a search engine. He clicked 
one of the links that came up and smiled with satisfaction. He picked up the phone while 
looking at the print that had come up on the screen. 

‘Babe, I found something. Order of the Nine Angles’ deity of night. Useful in works of 
enchantment. Earth based. Key for chant: G minor. Perfume - petriochor...’ 

Ryan waited. 

‘Yeah that’s all its got. I’ll have to look into it further to get the connection between Noctulius 
and the Blood Pool, but the point is these Noctulians. Remember how I said the other day that 
the ONA seemed to be a factory for serial killers? Well I was wrong. Serial killers act on 
impulsive, uncontrolled emotion - anyway if anything is a factory for killers its these guys. The 
‘Noctulian’ starts out as a normal human being at first but slowly becomes turned into 
‘something else’ by having his physical and mental changed by all these different, ah, 
‘alchemical’ ordeals. They basically become like vampires, but actual vampires y’know? 

Feeding on blood, killing without remorse, letting themselves be used for sexual and sacrificial 
rites as the ToB needs.’ 

‘Urn, how do I put this? They’re like organic vegetables grown on a farm, or like pieces of meat 
to be butchered for the rites of the Blood Pool. Except that they’re imbued with a magical and 
powerful energy as they become Noctulians, so they’re sort of like Adepts by the time they 
come to be butchered. Which means an enormous increase in the energy released by their 
death, because they’re more worthy than the average human life as part of the acausal.’ 

Ryan shifted his chair slightly and sat up straight, staring fixedly ahead. 

‘It’s one of the most horrific concepts I’ve seen. If they could get it working in a practical way, 
so that the idea appealed to great numbers and even became a sort of cult which people just 
devoted themselves to being used and abused in the belief that their goal in life was to submit 
to being butchered to bring about this huge intrusion of Dark Gods, a type of farm could 



actually be set up. I mean how many try-hard girls and guys turn to Wicca or even pseudo- 
Satanism these days, even if just for attention? Fostering a paradise-type of cult where sex, 
drugs, violence, etc. are all free and accessible - where the members are indoctrinated into 
.wanting to be part of the calling down of the Dark Gods certainly has appeal. In a massive 
overview of psychological sense most of those that turn to the occult are trying to get back at 
society because they’re the dis-inherited. Society rejects them, they don’t know what the hell 
lifes about just that they’re angry depressed and looking for some leadership. All they’ve got 
are the notions that they bolster their egos with regarding their worth and power and so on and 
so forth... and really, it wouldn't be that hard to flatter them into being participants in 
something huge that gave them an identity and even a ‘family.’ Charles Manson had a cult 
similar to this, except for the fact that he didn’t farm people to butcher, I don’t think so 
anyway, who knov»^, but look how popular, how eager people are to be part of that STILL! Even 
thirty-forty years later there are masses of people who want to be told what to do and what 
lifes about in exactly this cultic way!’ 

Ryan continued staring ahead v/hile he listened to the voice coming from the receiver. He had 
spoken excitedly while explaining the Noctulians to his girlfriend, but his next few sentences 
came out thoughtfully, slowly, almost painfully, in a deep calm gravelly voice. 

‘Exactly babe. And here’s where I come in. I’ve been toying with the possibility for a while now 
that it’s easily possible for one person on the internet to pose as many and in fact bolster the 
illusion of many separate people simply because you can be anonymous and sign up as anyone 
you want to as many times as you like on the Internet. Different emails, different details, 
change the way you write so it seems like it’s the writing of a different person, etc. -1 mean 
it’s not impossible. I half suspected it was occurring on the group I go to...’ 

A question issued from the receiver. 

‘Yeah like I thought it possible that the individuals I talk to were not only women, which took a 
long time to sink in after realizing that there was no indication they were men, I'd just assumed 
- and that there was the chance I was getting manipulated by one person posing as many. I 
mean a bit of sociology, a mastery over playing roles, whos going to know? I mean on chatlines 
for example this one time I was talking to this person and they pissed me off with they’re 
bullshit about Nazis right. So I signed off and signed back on pretending to be a woman./1 
messaged him, ‘sweet-talked’ him, and found out a plethora of information about him just 
because he couldn’t keep his mind out of his pants. I could have used all that info as 
ammunition for attacking him from my other persona, you see? So it’s not impossible...’ 

Ryan smiled as his girlfriend commented warmly on his theory. 

‘Well, my idea is similar to these lines baby. If the ToB could foster some manufactured 
pseudo-cult reports, like diary entries from ‘invisible’ members of the noctulians and deliver 
enough temptation for others to want to be part of the party - there’s no reason why there 
can’t be another Heavens Gate, except this time a Useful one. A Sinister one.’ 

Ryan paused to think. 

‘What’s that baby? Suicide. Yeah... yes. Actually, it is basically Suidde for Satan. Ha ha! We 
could put that on t-shirts and badges, fuck, the worlds so hungry for decadence it'll love that! I 
can see it now. Which is always a good sign, baby. But not only would the cult be like a pool of 
resources, it’d also get ride of the dross with their consent! Ha ha, I mean is that Sinister or 
what? Well anyway. I’ll see what I can find out about Noctulius and I’ll talk to you tonight about 



it. Okay, I love you too , spunk.’ 

Ryan smiled, blew kisses into the phone, and hung up, 

‘Right’ he said out loud. 

‘Time to stop fucking around and actually write something useful.’ 



THE NIGHTMARISH LANDSCAPES OF THE UNDEAD 


TOB 


In undertaking the walk upon the terrifying and beautiful Path that leads the aspirant out of the 
calm and secure world of mortality and into the nightmarish landscapes of the Undead, there 
are found Beings that serve the dual roles of guide and destroyer. 

The Undead themselves guard the Palaces of the Mighty. The Undead themselves devour with 
fire the initiate. The Undead themselves wait to consume with ravenous appetite those that 
cannot, through the force of their own Will, rise like a Phoenix from their own ashes into a 
glorious and Eternal state of Undeath. 

They are always waiting, just outside of the gates of normal perception, breathing icy vapors 
into the minds of the masses and chanting mantras of creation's demise into the ears of the 
spiritually deaf. They are always calling, always shrieking, grinning as man fails to hear and 
falls into the depths of outer darkness. 

For millennia we have awaited their return. For generations we have burned our fires and made 
our Opfers to open a dark gateway to the regions beyond the stars, to recall Them here to walk 
among us. 

The question is no longer, "When will they come?" for They have already returned to reclaim the 
earth as their sulfur kingdom. The question that remains is, when will we recognize the 
embodiment of evil in our midst? When will we open our eyes to that which sweeps and moves 
between us? When will we take the dread step through the Brimstone Gates anc leave behind 
all that is dead and dying? When do we plunge headlong into the mouth of abandonment and 
bathe with joyful malevolence in the Lake of Fire? When will we drown ourselves in the Pool of 
Blood and waken in Sinister resurrection, greeted by all the hosts of Hell and the Undead Gods 
Themselves? 


How can one walk a path one cannot see? Behold the faces of the Undead. Commune with them 
daily. Cross over the boundary of the protective Circle and shake hands with the physical 
materialization of our Darkest brothers. 

Having opened and cleansed the windows of perception, seat yourself facing south, your black 
backed mirror upon the altar. Chant thrice the Diabolus, awakening the senses to those 
nightmarish astral landscapes. Behold these landscapes taking form in the mirror. 

Once the image has solidified, allow your vision to take you on a journey through those dark 
nether lands, exploring all that could be your future domain. Let these sights flood your senses, 
finally finding your home in Darkness. Then, pull away, creating a longing that will linger like a 
sigh that cannot be released. 

Every day return to the mirror and gaze into the face Perdition until the memory of it fills every 
silent space in the day. Long for the time that you can sit and see through that window the only 
place that you belong. The true and undying Hinterland. 

And then, move forward. 





Having gained the initial visions of the landscapes of the Undead and the subsequent longing - 
which is the necessary desire to the cessation of all mortality - seat yourself again before the 
mirror. Give rise to the macabre visions with discernment. Breath in, feeling not oxygen but 
vaporous Blood enter your being. If needs be, drain the Blood Essence from a healthy victim 
immediately beforehand. 

Being filled completely with Blood of the purest form, your gaze fixed on the images in the 
mirror, be lifted into your finer Bodies from the confines of your meaty shell. Behold with your 
astral eyes the mirror which is now a gateway into the realms of the Undead. Travel through 
the portal into the very vision itself, finding all of your senses firmly planted in this ninth 
dimension. 

Look arourxi you and see first hand those sights that had only tempted your eyes through the 
window. Move your astral hands through the molten and smoky essence of Darkness around you. 
Breath in the thick airy currents of Blood and smell it assailing you. 

Set your feet upon the living and writhing ground and wander the wasteland. Explore the 
madness that has taken form only in this nightmare abode. Become saturated with the sights 
and sounds. Move with the black tides of this place. Become insane with obsession for this land. 

Then pull away. 

Return to the Land of the Undead daily, until finally, you feel that return to the body would 
destroy the spirit with longing. 

And then, move upwards. 


***** 

Seat yourself to the south, having before you the sigil of the Undead God to behold. Gaze into 
this until it unlocks; until the lines of blood on the paper vanish and appear again in living 
radiance. Chant the name of that Undead One over and over, until it becomes the only sound 
vibrating throughout all existence. That name is the very mantra of your descent into Blood. 
Command with all of your Will the glowing sigil to manifest itself in the electric air before you. 
Open this projected image wider, until the sigil itself becomes a gateway to the throne or 
principality of that Dark God. 

Rise from your vessel and travel through that gateway into the unholy kingdom of the One you 
seek. Allow the place to density, your astral perceptions training into the unknown. Should the 
Undead that you seek not be made manifest immediately, call out its name, creating a link that 
will pull you to it. 

The stark madness of the sight of these Beings may initially cause the Seeker to cower or even 
to retreat back into the body and its dulled senses that cannot perceive such chaos embodied. 
Penance can only be made by annihilation of the weakness and a second or third journey into 
the lair of the serpent. 

At whatever cost, conversation must be held with the Undead. The senses must be smashed to 
oblivion by Their presence. Their ancient knowledge must be absorbed to the point that all that 
remains is THEM, and you are no more when not before Their throne. 

Then pull away, back into the dying body and decaying world. 


And then, move inwards. 

Having gained communion with several Undead, and having been reduced to a shivering corpse 
by their magnificent Darkness, the time has come to Become. 

Call out to Them, inside a circle of blood and flame. Open your vessel for them to inhabit, to 
move through, to mutate into Their own. Leave no room for the Self, for all that exists is Them. 
Day and night, be flooded with Them, one by one. 

Tear at your hair and cut at your skin as to begin to die day by day. Weep unrestrained, for 
soon there will be no more tears left to cry. Lay down in your grave, which is the body that 
denies you, until you are awakened by the piercing light of the Black Sun. 

And then. Ascend. 

***** 

Call out to the Undead, within a Circle of human blood, still warm and SNvimming with life. 

Open their seals and call their names until they stand before you, firmly seated in full terror 
upon this plane. 

Take your final step into everlasting damnation, just one step outside of the Circle, and 
embrace Our true kind, as brother embraces brother. Let Their touch infect you, until your eyes 
are no longer yours, and your red blood turns violet. 

Only then will you know that you are the path and the Palace at the end of the Path. Only then 
can death not touch you, nor heaven help you. Only then will you BE, worlds without end. 



THE WORKERS OF EVIL 


TOB 


At a certain point along the Noctulian path there will arise an awareness of just how cold, how 
void, how undead, how different one has become. It is quite appropriate with the abysmal TOB 
current (333) to have experienced greatly, struggled violently and involved oneself in a myriad 
of passions both esoteric and exoteric only to arrive at an apprehension of nothingness - of void 
• of inexplicable, lurking chaos. The world of meaning subsides and one is left only with form... 
and then even the forms themselves begin to seem increasingly arbitrary in nature. One can no 
longer develop great devotion to causal ideas and systems or to specific forms that claim to be 
representative of the Acausal. .Such passion, as it once was, has been exhausted. Immolation 
seems more and more to be an apt term. 

Where once desire for a myriad of experiences and wisdom could be excited at will - with the 
world spread out before one like a feast - now the Noctulian only resonates with those things 
that are associated with uncontrollable chaos, darkness, the subterranean. This resonance with 
darkness is a condition which while often wished for by neonates in the beginning is often 
regretted later. How many times have those of the TOB heard individuals on the path curse the 
day that they become involved in vampirism? Suffice it to say - we have heard it many times in 
the past... and will hear it many more times yet to come. 

At this stage (post burning) • the Noctulian has separated the wheat from the chaff in the only 
way that one truly can; a way beset vdth sorrow, tragedy and the grim contemplation that 
stems from grim experience. 

The Noctulian has lost all interest towards most stimuli which would have once elicited feelings 
of passion, love, revulsion, exultation, curiosity and a host of others. The taste has changed 
and to use the term higher taste would not necessarily be correct. For the Noctulian their rage, 
like their love, has become alien - and absurd. From the pain of numerous ordeals and the harsh 
alchemical change process an altogether foreign creature has been bom. 

Should the intelligent neonate wish for such a state? Should an excitable worker of evil want to 
become a parasitic spiritual entity, a vampire in the most forbidding sense of the term, a 
fleshly corpse inhabited by void? 

Even so, one will encounter circumstances, persons, experiences and places along the journey 
which bear the unmistakable mar1< of THEM... and if you are tough enough, if your tongue lolls 
with delight at the lashings of Drill Sgt. Grey, then you just might become as THEY are . 

And then you can delight in your perfumed lairs and live, in elegant knowledge, of the tears, 
blood and life that you have spilled ■ and sown - along the way. 

May the dead rise and smell the incense. 




A SATANIC HOWL FROM THE BALKANS 


Non-TOB author (Research) 


In propria persona 

It is my wish just to announce my existence, not to appeal to anybody’s approvement (or 
disapprovement).Though there may be many qualities I haven’t achieved yet, I’m not a pseudo- 
Satanist. Who have some understanding will understand. 

I’m not in my first youth and have survived a nasty Communist regimen and its persecution in a 
country of the East Europe. 

I have some bitter LHP experience as well and tend to deeply appreciate and approve what I 
have known about the English traditional Satanism (ONA) - almost all the other stuff on the 
subject seems to me somehow petty. 

For me, the LHP means separating/achieving one’s own Wyrd from the Wyrd of the World and 
accomplishing it to the uttermost - to achieving individual Immortality. 

Yet, I’m not sure if I will succeed along my quest, since I don’t know if my lifetime will be 
enough for the tasks I see before me. Moreover, sometimes I think it was a wonder that I have 
survived till now - the more advancement on the LHP the more overwhelming the stress, so may 
my physical heart endure it. I intend neither to spare myself, nor to overload myself. 

I’m afraid I got in touch with the Abyss prematurely: partly because of some horrible 
experiences in the past, partly because I escaped half-trained from the claws of my local 
vampiric guru, partly because of my experiments with certain local plants of power and partly 
because of my own rituals and practices. Anyway, it was my Wyrd, which brought me to that 
present stage. I overcome crisis after crisis on an acausal level which reflects on the causal as 
sharp lowerings and raisings of vitality. In the most cases, however. I’m aware of what is going 
on and trying to master it. I keep up a good physical form and instead of muscle strength I 
possess a notable elasticity, wiriness and swiftness. Body-awareness being the base of all my 
"spiritual" aspirations - I’m developing a "second body-awareness" - exclusively interesting 
possibilities lie therein. In fact this is the basis of my LHP magickal quest. All the human life’s 
struggle could be reduced to a struggle with the gravitation. 

Environmental 

With no living LHP tradition, with no masters to give an advise, with some shy sympathizers and 
strong support of former lovers, having the experience of two occult groups led by me in the 
past, now I apply in my.quest an ascetic and anonymous strategy in order to gain more inner 
power for my next expansion. 

There is a great difference between the East and the West European mentalities due (except 
for the ethnical and cultural differences) to the accumulated experience through the centuries. 
No "postmodern" approach is able to bridge that abyss - there is always a distortion in the 
communication between the Western and the Eastern individuals where the contact was on the 
base of a common sub-cultural level or on the base of a common Aryan race. One has to live 
some period in the East, in order to understand what does it mean an inherited misery from the 



50 years of Bolshevist terror, from the loss of two World Wars, from half a mlllenium of Islamic 
genocides etc. In short, we are wreckages. "Woe to the defeated" applies correctly to our 
people. It would be better if no one survived. Yet it was because of our East European peoples' 
resistance against the Turko-Semitic hordes throughout the centuries that they didn’t reach the 
Western civilization. 

As a Satanist I have defied that unvdlled inheritance through all my life - some Sisyphean-like 
efforts with the only hope to become an elegant vampire after my human death - at least we 
have some traditions in that direction. No point of emigration - only to bring one’s genetic 
problems somewhere else and thus polluting a new environment - at least not until one has 
attained adepthood in one’s native environment. 

Being on the LHP, the first thing one comes across is the hardship of physical surviving - I mean 
the hand to hand physical combat. Living in a country like mine being a pretty blond man could 
often be enough reason to become an object of physical aggression. This possibility grows 
considerably if one’s appearance is too conspicuous - e.g. black clothes, especially some 
leather. If one is willing to challenge one’s wyrd, one should bear in mind the following: 

1. The adversary is always outnumbering. 

2. One should fight with the idea to kill rather than just to defend oneself. If one falls on the 
ground it is almost sure that they will kick one to death. 

3. If one is going to organize a group attack as a penal action, one should always consider the 
possibility of betrayal. 

4. The policemen being of the same breed as the adversary will often take their side, so better 
never to fall in their hands - they beat and torture in the police stations and are able to 
mutilate and even to murder. The more pride they read in one’s eyes the more nasty they 
become. 

5. The prison means an inevitable death for a man of pride. 

6. Simulating madness could be an alternative of the prison but one risks a serious harm by 
medicaments and electroshocks. 

7. Becoming too in/famous in a society like ours could provoke some accident... 

in such conditions only magick could help. Again, magick works only if one is physically ready to 
kill. At least the body should have that attuning - the intent might be different. The sorcerer is 
a hunter, a killing predator. In order to afflict somebody with terror, one should make one’s 
body a conductor for that terror, that is, one’s body should be made stable to conduct the 
energy designated to disrupt another psychosomatic complex as it were. However, one should 
consider also the magickal rivalry on the part of the those who "fight against evil". One should 
not underestimate their activity however ridiculous it may seem. I would give here a funny 
example: 

Some years ago, during the hysteria about the anthrax, some warriors of the white light worked 
hard lest that evil befall our nice country. One year later, when the band "Anthrax" came to our 
country a storm swept away their concertl 



The most disgusting of all the "whitelighters" are those who worship Jehovah under the name of 
our ancient sky god, those who dare to call themselves pagans and still project the fear of their 
father on the universe. I don’t know if it is some genetic North-lranian inheritance or it is a 
Slavic one (Slavs being also strongly influenced by the Persian dualism) but their patriarchalism 
sometimes really seems as if pre-Christian one. Some of them even despise the Christianity as a 
manifestation of the female evil but most of them accept it together with the ancient runes. So 
the Paganism in this country is defiled and not worthwhile to indulge in, except in the case of 
infiltration. 

I have contempt for any form of syncretism between the Paganism and the Nazarene religion. 

On the other hand, I would not like to overemphasize here on the subject of pseudo-Satanism - 
it is something natural: there are so many living beings in the nature which simulate the 
behaviour and the appearance of the really dangerous beings. That’s their way of survival and 
some succeed in it. Maybe I haven’t met yet some too arrogant case - at least not in this 
country. 

Working magick outdoors is preferable than indoors. The neighbours are usually suspicious - I 
remember a case when I found a label on my door: "Death to the sects!* It was more than 10 
years ago when I was training my voice to vibrate words of power. My country offers marvelous 
conditions for working outdoors. 

There is still much wild nature with localities of really sinister atmosphere - like some living 
descriptions by Lovecraft. 

The world of terror could give also a refuge. So in 1984, escaping from a regular Communist 
government’s witch hunt, I found myself in a true abode of Hecate: a rocky canyon eaten by a 
maze of bizarre caves, some of which as if etin's palaces, overgrown with thorny bushes, with 
a mighty river below and a plateau overgrown with oak forests above ending in awesome 
abysses and dotted with bottomless vertical caves connected with the horizontal caves below, 
one of them being abode of certain dogs barking from below for centuries - notxxJy knows how 
they breed themselves but there is a local legend of a pagan Goddess of the underworld whom 
dogs were sacrificed in order to become guides to the Goddess after death, so maybe they are 
there from far older time, A kingdom of the unicorn viper, the scorpion, the eagle-owl, the 
raven, the jackal, the wild boar and the henbane. A half-ruined rocky monastery visited time to 
time by local treasure-hunters. A desolate station and track. A madhouse nearby. The old deep 
dead of night speaks in many voices. This was my magickal training range for 20 years. There I 
have experienced many weird things. On the Summer Solstice in 1999, at sunrise, during a deep 
trance I saw a Gate in the rocks as a vision which coincided with the descriptions given by the 
folklore about the Fairy City at the border of the world guarded by a mighty Dragon. Its opening 
would demand a certain sacrifice. Yet Hecate spared us, me and those with me. Now the 
"democracy" seek to pollute that region by turning the desolate track into a road. Yet a curse is 
brooding: The rocks crumble time to time. Once a stone dumped down on the spot I was 
standing a while ago, another time another one fell in the direction I was going to... 

Despite of all the present spiritual and material misery, we also claim a pre-Sumerian 
civilization and forgotten magickal tradition here on this land - perhaps parallel to the 
Hyperborean one. Here the cult of a certain deity, whom the Hellenes called Dionysus was 
born. No money for archeology and there is much beneath. (In fact, the Hellenic Imitation of 
the cult by comparison vrith its original form was like the Satanism of the CoS and the ToS 
compared with that of the ONA.) 



Human Sacrifice 


I remember a couple of headless skeletons within the ruins of a sanctuary in an ancient town. 
Also, during a wartime the pagan women used to sacrifice voluntary themselves over the bodies 
of their killed male partners - then tumuli were mound over them. In a certain mountain where 
the main centre of the above-mentioned ancient deity’s cult was located, there are some 
basin-like excavations on the rock connected with the altar stones by channels. Some modern 
"scientists" try to persuade the society these were devices for gold-washing - when obviously 
they contained the sacrificial blood. 

According to my esoteric understanding, Satan is an androgynous, not quite anthropomorphic 
being. Something alien, yet very, very familiar. An entity dormant in all the human species and 
most repressed. The best sacrifice to Hir were a man and a woman slain together during a 
sexual intercourse, at the very moment of their orgasm. Of course, they should be first excited 
to ecstatic trance beforehand (by dance, intoxication or torture).The result of such a sacrifice 
would be two whole Satanic beings bom on acausal level (each one united with his/her 
Animus/Anima at the moment of death) and a third one, who would be an acausal 
manifestation of Satan on the causal level - thus opening/creating a tremendous nexion. 

That’s the great magickal art cf human sacrifice. So have inspired me the local "gate of hell" I 
have tried to open. What is the point to slay an opfer after having intercourse with Baphomet 
and not at the very climax of orgasm? His energy would be totally exhausted after the 
ejaculation and his death could be a mere painful execution. 

As regards culling -1 think one third of the present population of my country would prove good 
candidates for opfers. 

A friend of mine who is an initiate of another genuine local tradition claims that the physical 
death could be totally avoided and a real physical immortality attained -1 understand what he 
means having practised the same tradition and dare to say it is not deprived of reason, yet I 
feel attracted to the more dark and sinister approach, though I presently perform such rituals 
only in the "virtual" reality. 

I neither want to theorize on that subject nor to demonstrate some sinistry but the problem of 
human sacrifice is of vital interest to me and there is nobody I could share my thoughts on that 
subject. I feel simultaneously terrified and attracted to that subject -1 identify myself both 
with the executioner and the opfer/s during my rituals. By following my own quest, maybe I’m 
re-discovering some forgotten sinister tradition here on these lands. 

Satanism and Fascism 

Till now I have been a Fascist mainly as a form of defiance against Communism and an 
expression of my racial hatred against the predominant Turko-Semitic influence and its cultural 
assimilation - and of course, I have admired the heroic feats of our army during the wars and 
I'm very fond of our ancient land. As might be guessed, I have also been inspired by Nietzsche’s 
philosophy. For me, the Aryan/White race is really higher than the other races mainly because 
the process of individuation therein is stronger than that in any other races. I would affirm also 
that playing sincerely the role of a Fascist today sets one more firmly on the LHP than playing 
at a Satanist-hedonist. All the yuppies today could afford themselves the moral of LaVey's 
Bible. 



Recently I came across the Temple 88' site, where quite a wholesome NS paradigm is 

represented and which appeals directly to my Aryan blood (I would say that 

people of my racial purity are already a minority in my country today). I also appreciate it as an 

Aeonic strategy - in some sense it’s a simplistic paraphrase of all the traditional Satanism's 

world-view but... I know the stupidity and mediocrity of our so called "extreme right-wing" as 

well. 

Some years ago when an underground publication of La Vey's Satanic Bible appeared in my 
country, it was the Fascist elements who first reacted against it and who declared La Vey for a 
Jew and regarded the publication as an act of the Judean conspiracy. For them Satanism = 
Judaism. They are all stupid East-Orthodox bigots, who cannot make any difference between 
the pentagram and the hexagram. In the army I was declared for a Turk because of my 
abstinency to eat the ill cooked pork - me, who am blond-haired and blue-eyed and they, who 
were swarth types of doubtful ethnic origin! Such are the most of "extreme right-winged" 
people here. I have seen even mongrels of gypsy origin who pretend to be skin-heads! Some of 
them could prove good candidates for opfers being subhumans and supporters of the militant 
East-Orthodoxalism (called also pan-Slavism and having nothing to do with any form of Slavonic 
paganism). 

Moreover, the Fascist literature is spread almost freely in my country - after the so called 
"democratic" changes there was a boom of pro-Fascist publications - mainly negative, directed 
mainly against the Judean conspiracy rather than praising the greatness of the Aryan race, or if 
there was something positive, it was polluted with Nazarene ideals - they are not able to see 
that their Nazarene ideals (which they regard as "national and traditional") are part of the same 
cabal. If it was a strategy of Adolf Hitler to oppose the Christianity to the Judaism, the case 
with our "Fascists" is just sancta simplidta (I suppose there are the same examples in the West). 
Recently they even deny the Third Reich just as "another Judeo-Masonic-Satanic cabal"! 

A Russian Satanist warned me (because there are similar tendencies in our country as well) 
about a dangerous tendency in Russia where the former KGB (the present mafia) is now in close 
alliance with the East Orthodox Church and together prepare to impose some extreme right¬ 
winged regime, and they (the Flussian Satanists) defy that tendency by an extreme left-winged 
terrorism. I don’t think that burning churches would help much - they deserve something much 
worse. 

I would ask Temple 88 about the Aryan sexual morality as well: shall it be a patriarchal 
monogamy? 

The word "social" is a euphemism for sexual, the sexual problem being the main problem of all 
the human species, not the "social”. So, according to my Satanic interpretation, the National- 
Socialism could be translated as "racial sexuality" which means for me creating a new Satanic 
race by conceiving children charged magickally - by intended ecstatic sexual orgies 
accompanied by sacrifices of the above-mentioned kind - thus we could enable the Dark Gods 
to manifest in flesh. 

As regards Temple 88’s article against the rock music as a form of decadence I totally disagree: 
What is called now "classic" music is the castrated form of the authentic European music shaped 
according to the church’s canons. I dare to say it because I have been nursed by the music of 
Haendel, Bach, Vivaldi, Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Berlioz, Wagner etc. before listening to any 
modern sound. Despite its eternal beauty and greatness, this music as a whole is a paean of 
death not of life. Even when expressing joy it is pregnant with sorrow and nostalgia. It’s the 



triumph of Apollo over Dionysus, the archetype of Apollo being totally distorted by the 
Nazarene conspiracy while that of Dionysus banished away forever. In the true Aryan music 
there should be a balance between Appolo and Dionysus. The church has well endeavoured to 
deprive the European music of any "diabolic" instruments and rhythms until it got that requiem¬ 
like sound now passing for "classic". With all my respect to that music and its compositors I 
regard it in some sense as a decadence. 

On the other hand, the subcultural or contra-cultural tides since the 50-ties of the XX century 
e.v. ‘til nowadays are a true sign of a Dionysian resurgence, which signifies a near Aeonic 
change. Much of my Satanic inspiration is due to that contra-cultural music. It is developing 
according to certain spontaneous regularity within the collective unconscious and I believe that 
a genuine Aryan Dionysian music will be bom by that underground culture whatever other 
rubbish may be spawned by it. 

During the Communist regimen I was persecuted as a representative of "the neo-fascist 
formation ’Punk' spreading the rotten Western culture". According to those "competent" 
comrades only the classic music could educate in a true Communist spirit. Lacking such kind of 
spirit at all, I was liable to re-education by deportation in a special place, which could cost my 
life and only Gorbachov’s reformation in 1987 saved my skin. 

I would like to translate all the Temcle 88's MSS in my language - but the MS against the rock 
music would only reject any potential NS adherent. The Western type underground is our only 
cultural weapon against the overwhelming Turko-Semitic cultural pollution - almost all of our 
National values are destroyed by the Bolshevism and our genuine folklore polluted by the 
disgusting pseudo-folk of the foul mongrels sponsored by the mafia. 

Also, I find this Temple 88’s form of Aryanism to be wholly Apollonian - there is almost no space 
for Dionysus’s prindple therein. As in the Roman Empire, Napoleonic Empire and the Third 
Reich - they all failed because of their Apollonian patriarchal sterility (with all my respect to 
their Chieftains). If Hitler had some female 55 divisions, the war issue could be different, who 
knows? 

Were the ancient Aryans really patriarchal or it was only those peoples who were in direct 
contact with the Semitic Orient? (Such as Hellenes, Romans and Persians.) Wasn’t the 
unbalanced male orgasm (leading inevitably to exhaustion and the sense of loss and guilt) which 
caused the decay and Christianization of the Roman Empire? 

True, our land has never been so civilized as during the Roman domination, but the native 
ecstatic cults were forbidden, and thus an essential part of our Aryan ethos repressed. 

With wild rhythms, battle screams and being intoxicated by plants of power beforehand, my 
Thracian ancestors routed the Roman legions and sent them to hell. 5o did the Germanic 
berserks as well, in fact it was the Dionysian principle which united the folk, which washed 
away the frontiers between the sexes, which dissolved the individual in the Universal in some 
ecstatic way. On the contrary, the Apollonian principle was the intellectual, rationally 
idealistic, perfectionistic principle, seeking after individuation. For me it’s strange that all the 
European Empires have tried to unite their folks by the Apollonian ideal (which is separating, 
not unifying, and concerns mainly the chieftains) with the Dionysian principle going 
underground. Wasn’t this also a kind of distortion in the Aryan ethos? 


When speaking about the Prometheo-Faustian ethos - is there no place for Dionysus therein? 


The LHP/RHP Dilemma 


There is some deep resistance within me to accept the NS as a religious form. It’s not because I 
fear discipline - on the contrary, I could be more disciplined than many others who pretend to 
be warriors. Moreover I’m able to play roles. 

This resistance comes from something which is beyond any races and aeons; in fact I feel a very 
deep disgust for all the human species and its history... During some of my horrible trances I 
have realized that all my thoughts and feelings are just the thoughts and feelings of myriad 
dead lived before me, that the Nature itself is little interested in my individuality - then I have 
defied and cursed the Nature, even the Cosmos and the whole Being itself - they have all tried 
to persuade me that my body, my being, my energy do not belong to me but to them and that 
was my LHP quest to separate from them, to resist them, to defy them -1 would not like to 
contribute in making the collective unconscious more conscious by sacrifidng my individuality 
to it. Expressed in the terms of my "second body-awareness" that’s the struggle of my body with 
the gravitation (or my body’s interaction therewith). 

On the other hand, I adore the Nature and its wilderness, where I have got in touch with the 
Greater Wyrd, where I contact with some power animals like the snakes and the owls. Yes, I’m 
ready to give up myself to Myself, to my Greater Self, to raise upon my dead selves as Odhin 
and Dionysus did... But that’s the paradox: if I succeed in my resisting against the Universe then 
my surroundings will begin to v/orship me as a god -1 will become a RHP for the others. So I 
know that there is no natural order in the Universe except that created by the capable or 
imposed by the dominant. 

Is not the essence of the RHP to seek union with the Cosmic Being, to return to one’s Source 
and to give up one’s all fruits of one’s individuation and experience to that Being, to dissolve 
one’s whole energy in It and at last becoming That Being Itself? Is not the RHP in essence the 
way that Being enriches Itself with consciousness, the way It just feeds Itself? 

Is not the essence of the LHP to seek separation from the Cosmic Being by resisting or>e’s 
inertia to give oneself up to It and by developing the bipolarity of that Being in Oneself to 
become an independent Creator of another Universe beyond this one? Is not the LHP in essence 
the way that Being breeds Itself? 

I feel that the so called Human Archetype (called by the pious "God") is disintegrating itself in 
this present Aeon and the LHP practioners should help it to do so by stimulating some extreme 
forms of individualism and self-indulgement (till crossing the inner Abyss) until new and better 
beings develop from its dead corpse. 

So, it’s my essential dilemma as regards the traditional Satanism - does it seek after RHP ends 
by using LHP means? Or vice versa? Maybe beyond the Abyss such distinctions don’t matter so 
much. Do they? 

The Cosmic Exploration 

As regards the Cosmic exploration -1 suppose some people know what happens to the human 
brain when near to the Great Vacuum. Whatever psycho-physical training the astronauts have 
undergone, suspending in weightlessness during their stay in the orbital stations with their 
brains exposed to the closeness of the Great Vacuum, some strange modifications occur to their 
perception - some see some dead relatives, some receive some mystic revelations (according to 



their beliefs) and most of them return with changed minds (and bodies) on the earth... The 
more one recedes from the earth’s orbit and penetrates further in the Space the more drastic 
changes in one’s perception will occur... Of course, the governments don’t speak about these 
phenomena. 

The human brain is predestined to mutate when get in touch with the Great Vacuum - the little 
vacuum within us, which in fact is the container of our consciousness will start reacting in the 
nearness of its Big Brother... That’s the main reason the governments are limited the Cosmic 
explorations to the present stagnation. They fear the expansion of human consciousness 
because it will damage with madness and destroy the narrow-minded like them. 

In Conclusion 

Despite of some reserves of mine, I’m rather on the same side of the front as the English 
traditional Satanism and I will support its cause, which presently proved to be the closest to my 
own than any other who pretend to be Satanic. Yet it is really pity that there is no unity in the 
Satanic front and that in general each group lacks a really clear view of the Aeonics. Almost all 
I have read seems to me unsatisfactory. That’s why I prefer not to join any of the existing 
groups and remain solitary until I attain to mastership. It’s most probably that I will then form 
my own Satanic oroer. 

At last I would like to throw a weird hint for a Total War against the present order of the world. 
I have practised outdoors magick for many years (having worked as a meteorologist as well) and 
have noticed some weird responses (not to say intelligent) on the part of the weather... I have 
observed a very strange behaviour on the part of some whirlwinds, vortexes and even stormy 
clouds - as if they were living and sentient beings. The folklore says about certain female 
chthonic forces arxJ dragons who manifest as whirlwinds and storms. I have been able 
repeatedly to make the moon or the sun to show itself behind the clouds. I have succeeded in 
bringing about raining. Sometimes the whole sky has suddenly darkened according to my 
magickal activity. I, who fear the lightning’s, dare to say it. The weather control would be the 
Satanic magickian’s most tremendous weapion against the governments. I think it has always 
been the most feared Black Magick. (Note what Mosheh did in Egypt.) So, may other Satanic 
magickians also try to master the art of weather control by communicating with the earth 
atmosphere and let them be open-minded to the possibility our Dark Mother Earth to prove a 
living, sentient being. I, Nvho know the horror of the earthquake, dare to say it. I feel that the 
Dark Gods would manifest as directed natural disasters as well... Maybe the aeonic centres of 
the distorting ethos are first to be stricken. 

I realise from my own experience that some Totalitarian/Ultra modernist form is necessary in 
overcoming the tyranny of Postmodernism - that false freedom for individuals who are not 
individuals, that license for mediocrity, that paradise for the half-hearted truths and 
abstractionism, that tolerance to degeneration. If in the beginning I applauded it as a way of 
choosing and combining many different but useful approaches to a single purpose, now I realize 
that such an approach could hardly work even for individuals who have the will to aim at the 
single purpose of the LHP quest (and who are a few) and for the majority it is just a 
supermarket of beliefs which is only to keep on their eternal consumerist sleep. Moreover, the 
quality of the information offered in the educational institutions is more and more lowering. I 
have had the experience of dealing with an institutionalized form of Postmodernism and I know 
very well who stands behind it... 



Whatever totalitarian form is to be used it should be controlled by the Satanists through 
Draconian measures applied especially to the boors who try to work their way to power. That’s 
why in the case of Aryanism the three Aryan estates should be imposed at any cost in the 
society. No boors In power - let them plough the earth from dawn to sunset and have no time 
even to dream to be in power! The Satanists with more anarchistic attitudes should understand 
that the human mobs need awe, not freedom. Note that the anarchists are the first victims 
when the mob rules, I think one of the great Hitler’s merits was the idea of the organic state as 
opposed to the dead formal state of "order and silence”, the idea of the state as a means of the 
race - its only justification. Whatever differences between the Satanists, the Satanic cause 
should be one: the Satanic reign over the world. Satan should recognise Hir own spawn 
(provided that spawn comes out genuinely Satanic). No New Aeon and Cosmic expansion until 
the Old One is not realized consciously. Anyway, the unrealized potential of the Old Aeon needs 
a Cosmic perspective in order to fully unfold. 

Hail Vindex! 


Terros 



PROJECT MONARCH 


Non-TOB author (Research) 


Nazi Mind Control 

Amidst the subtle cerebral circumvention of the gullible populace, through a multitude of 
manipulated mediums, lies one of the most diabolical atrocities perpetrated upon a segment of 
the human race; a form of systematic mind control which has permeated every aspect of 
society for almost fifty years.To objectively ascertain the following, one may need to re¬ 
examine preconceived ideologies relating to the dualistic nature of mankind. 

Resolving the philosophical question of whether we are inherently good or inherently evil is 
tantamount in shaping our perception of reality; specifically, the spiritual variable within the 
equation of life. 

This exposition is substantiated by declassified U.S. government documents, individuals 
formerly connected to the U.S. intelligence communities, historical writings, researchers 
knowledgeable in mind control, publications from mental health practitioners, and interviews 
taken from survivors unwittingly subjected to a highly complex form of trauma-based mind 
control known as MONARCH programming. 

A word of caution for survivors of intensively systematic mind control and/or some form of 
ritualized abuse: There are numerous “triggers” in this article. It is therefore recommended not 
to read it unless appropriate support systems are in place or if you have a thoroughly 
reintegrated personality. 

A Brief History of Control 

The Mystery Religions of ancient Egypt, Greece, India and Babylon helped lay the foundation for 
occultism, meaning “hidden knowledge.” One of the earliest writings giving reference to 
occultism is the Egyptian Book of the Dead, a compilation of rituals explicitly describing 
methods of torture and intimidation (to create trauma), the use of potions (drugs) and the 
casting of spells (hypnotism), ultimately resulting in the total enslavement of the initiate.[1] 
These have been the main ingredients for a part of occultism known as Satanism, throughout 
the ages. During the 13th Century, the Roman Catholic church increased and solidified its 
dominion throughout Europe with the infamous Inquisition. Satanism survived this period of 
persecution, deeply entrenching itself under the veil of various esoteric groups. 

In 1776, a Bavarian Jesuit by the name of Adam Weishaupt was commissioned by the House of 
Rothschild to centralize the power base of the Mystery Religions into what is commonly known 
as the Illuminati, meaning “Enlightened Ones.” This was an amalgamation of powerful occultic 
bloodlines, elite secret societies and influential Masonic fraternities, with the desire to 
construct the framework for a “New World Order,” The outward goal of this Utopia was to bring 
forth universal happiness to the human race. However, their underlying intention was to 
gradually increase control over the masses, thus becoming masters of the planet. 



The Anglo Alliance 

By the 19th century, Great Britain and Germany were recognized as the primary geographic 
areas of Illuminati control. It then should be of little surprise to know the first work in 
Behavioral Science research was established in England in 1882, while much of the early 
medical and psychiatric techniques involved in mind control were pioneered at the Kaiser 
Wilhelm Institute in Germany, The Tavistock Institute of Human Relations was set up in London 
in 1921 to study the “breaking point” of humans. Kurt Lewin, a German psychologist, became 
the director of the Tavistock Institute in 1932, about the same time Nazi Germany was 
increasing its research into neuropsychology, parapsychology and multi-generational occultism. 
Interestingly, a progressive exchange of scientific ideas was taking place between England and 
Germany, most notably in the field of eugenics: the movement devoted to “improving” the 
human species through the control of hereditary factors in mating. The nefariously enigmatic 
union between the two countries was bonded, partly through the Order of the Golden Dawn, a 
secret society which consisted of many high ranking officials in the Nazi party and British 
aristocracy. Top SS Nazi officer Heinrich Himmler, was in charge of a scientific project called 
Lebersborn, wtiich included selective breeding and adoption of children, a peculiarly large 
number of twins among them.[2] The purpose of the program was to create a super-race 
(Aryans) who would have total allegiance to the cause of the Third Reich(New World Order). 
Much of the preliminary experimentation concerning genetic engineering and behavior 
modification was conducted by Dr, Josef Mengele at Auschwitz, where he coldly analyzed the 
effects of trauma-bonding, eye-coloring and “twinning” upon his victims. Beside the insidious 
surgical experimentation performed at the concentration camp, some of the children were 
subjected to massive amounts of electroshock. Sadly, many of them did not survive the 
brutality. 

Concurrently, “brain-washing” was carried out on inmates at Dachau, who were placed under 
hypnosis and given the hallucinogenic drug mescaline. During the war, parallel behavioral 
research was led by Dr. George Estabrooks of Colgate University. His involvement with the 
Army, CID, FBI and other agencies remains shrouded in secrecy. However, Estabrooks would 
occasionally “slip" and discuss his work involving the creation of hypno-programmed couriers 
and hypnotically-induced split personalities. [3] 

After WWII, the U.S. Department of Defense secretly imported many of the top German Nazi 
and Italian Fascist scientists and spies into the United States via South America and the 
Vatican. The code name for this operation was Project PAPERCLIP.[4] One of the more 
prominent finds for the U.S. was German General Reinhard Gehlen. Hitler’s Chief of Intelligence 
against Russia. Upon arriving in Washington D.C. in 1945, Gehlen met extensively with 
President Truman, General William “Wild Bill” Donovan, Director of the Office of Strategic 
Services(Oas7 and Allen Dulles, who would later become the stalwart head of the CIA. The 
objective of their brain-storming sessions was to reorganize the nominal American intelligence 
operation, transforming it into a highly-efficient covert organization. The culmination of their 
efforts produced the Central Intelligence Group in 1946, renamed the Central Intelligence 
Agency(CIA) in 1947. 

Reinhard Gehlen also had profound influence in helping to create the National Security Council, 
from which the National Security Act of 1947 was derived. This particular piece of legislation 
was implemented to protect an unconscionable number of illegal government activities, 
including clandestine mind control programs. 



The Evolution of Project MKULTRA 

With the CIA and National Security Council firmly established, the first in a series of covert 
brain-washing programs was initiated by the Navy in the fall of 1947. Project CHATTER was 
developed in response to the Soviet’s “successes” through the use of “truth drugs,” This 
rationale, however was simply a cover story if the program were to be exposed. The research 
focused on the identification and testing of such drugs for use in interrogations and the 
recruitment of agents.[5] The project was officially terminated in 1953. 

The CIA decided to expand their efforts in the area of behavior modification, with the advent 
of Project BLUEBIRD, approved by director Allen Dulles in 1950. Its objectives were to; (1) 
discover a means of conditioning personnel to prevent unauthorized extraction of information 
from them by known means, (2) investigate the possibility of control of an individual by 
application of special interrogation techniques, (3) investigate memory enhancement and (4) 
establish defensive means for preventing hostile control of agency personnel. In August 1951, 
Project BLUE BIRD was renamed Project ARTICHOKE, which evaluated offensive uses of 
interrogation techniques, including hypnosis and drugs The program ceased in 1956. Three 
years prior to the halt of Project ARTICHOKE, Project MKULTRA came into existence on April 13, 
1953 along the lines proposed by Richard Helms, Deputy Director of Central Intelligence (DDCI) 
with the rationale of establishing a “special funding mechanism of extreme sensitivity. ”[6] The 
hypothetical etymology of “MK” may possibly stand for “Mind Kontrolle. ” The obvious 
translation of the German word “Kontrolle” into English is “control. ”[7] A host of German 
doctors, procured from the post war Nazi talent pool, were an invaluable asset toward the 
development of MKULTRA. The correlation between the concentration camp experiments and 
the numerous sub-projects of MKULTRA are clearly evident. The various avenues used to control 
human behavior under MKULTRA included radiation, electroshock, psychology, psychiatry, 
sociology, anthropology, graphology, harassment substances and paramilitary devices and 
materials “LSD” being the most widely dispensed “material”. A special procedure, designated 
MKDELTA, was established to govern the use of MKULTRA abroad. MKULTRA/DELTA materials 
were used for harassment, discrediting or disabling purposes. [8] Of the 149 subprojects under 
the umbrella of MKULTRA having been identified. Project MONARCH, officially begun by the 
U.S. Army in the early 1960’s (although unofficially implemented much earlier) appears to be 
the most prominent and is still classified as TOP SECRET for “National Security" reasons,[9] 
MONARCH may have culminated from MKSEARCH subprojects, such as operation SPELLBINDER, 
which was set up to create “sleeper” assassins (i e. “Manchurian candidates”) who could be 
activated upon receiving a key word or phrase while In a post-hypnotic trance. Operation 
OFTEN, a study which attempted to harness the power of occultic forces was possibly one of 
several cover programs to hide the insidious reality of Project MONARCH. 

Definition and Desfi^tion 

The name MONARCH is not necessarily defined within the context of royal nobility, but rather 
refers to the monarch butterfly. When a person is undergoing trauma induced by electroshock, 
a feeling of light-headedness is evidenced; as if one is floating or fluttering like a butterfly. 
There is also a symbolic representation pertaining to the transformation or metamorphosis of 
this beautiful insect: from a caterpillar to a cocoon (dormancy, inactivity ), to a butterfly (new 
creation) which will return to its point of origin. Such is the migratory pattern that makes this 
species unique. 

Occultic symbolism may give additional insight into the true meaning Psyche is the word for 
both “soul” and “butterfly” coming from the belief that human souls become butterflies while 


searching for a new reincarnation. [10] 


Some ancient mystical groups, such as the Gnostics, saw the butterfly as a symbol of corrupt 
flesh. The “Angel of Death” (remember Mengele?) in Gnostic art works was portrayed crushing 
the butterfly.[11] A marionette is a puppet that is attached to strings and is controlled by the 
puppet master, hence MONARCH programming is also referred to as the “Marionette 
Syndrome.” “Imperial Conditioning” is another term used, while some mental health therapists 
know it as “Conditioned Stimulus Response Sequences.” Project MONARCH could be best 
described as a form of structures) dissociation and occultic integration, in order to 
compartmentalize the mind into multiple personalities within a systematic framework. During 
this process, a Satanic ritual, usually including Cabalistic mysticism, is performed with the 
purpose of attaching a particular demon or group of demons to the corresponding alter{s). Of 
course, most skeptics would view this as simply a means to enhance trauma within the victim, 
negating any irrational belief that demonic possession actually occurs. 

Alters and Triggers 

Another way of examining this convoluted victimization of body and soul is by looking at it as a 
complex computer program: A file (alter) is created through trauma, repetition and 
reinforcement. In order to activate (trigger) the file, a specific access code or password (cue or 
command) is required. The victim/survivor is called a “slave” by the programmer/handler, who 
in turn is perceived as “master” or “god.” About 75% are female, since they possess a higher 
tolerance for pain and tend to dissociate easier than males. Subjects are used mainly for cover 
operations, prostitution and pornography; involvement in the entertainment industry is 
notable. A former military officer connected to the DIA, told this writer, “In the ‘big picture’ 
these people [MONARCH victims] are in all walks of life, from the bum on the street to the 
white-collar guy”. In corroboration, a retired CIA agent vaguely discussed the use of such 
personnel to be used as “plants” or “chameleons” for the purpose of infiltrating a designated 
group, gathering information and/or injecting an ulterior agenda. 

There are an inordinate amount of alters in the victim/survivor with numerous back-up 
programs, mirrors and shadows. A division of light-side (good) and dark-side (bad) alters are 
interwoven in the mind and rotate on an axis. 

One of the main internal structures, (of which their are many) within the system is shaped like 
a double-helix, consisting of seven levels. Each system has an internal programmer which 
oversees the "gatekeeper” (demons?) who grant or deny entry into the different rooms. A few 
of the ii%t«,rnal images predominately seen by victims/survivors are trees, the Cabalistic “Tree 
of Life,” with adjoining root systems, infinity loops, ancient symbols and letters, spider webs, 
mirrors or glass shattering, masks, castles, mazes, demons/monsters/aliens, sea shells, 
butterflies, snakes, ribbons, bows, flowers, hour glasses, clocks, robots, chain-of-command 
diagrams and/or schematics of computer circuitry boards. 

Bloodlines and Twinning 

A majority of the victims/survivors come from multi-generational Satanic families (bloodlines) 
and are ostensibly programmed “to fill their destiny as the chosen ones or chosen 
generations”(a term coined by Mengele at Auschwitz). Some are adopted out to families of 
similar origin. Others used in this neurological nightmare are deemed as the “expendable ones” 
(non-bloodliners), usually coming from orphanages, foster care homes, or incestuous families 
with a long history of pedophilia. There also appears to be a pattern of family members 



affiliated with government or military intelligence agencies. 

Many of the abused come from families who use Catholicism, Mormonism, or charismatic 
Christianity as a “front" for their abominable activities (though members of other religious 
groups are also involved.) 

Victims/survivors generally respond more readily to a rigid religious (dogmatic, legalistic) 
hierarchical structure because it parallels their base programming. Authority usually goes 
unchallenged, as their v/ill has been usurped through subjective and command-oriented 
conditioning. 

Physical identification characteristics on victims/survivors often include multiple electrical 
prod scars and/or resultant moles on their skin. A few may have had various parts of their 
bodies mutilated by knives, branding irons, or needles. Butterfly or occult tattoos are also 
common. Generally, bloodliners are less likely to have the subsequent markings, as their skin is 
to “remain pure and unblemished." 

The ultimate purpose of the sophisticated manipulation of these individuals may sound 
unrealistic, depending upon our interpretive understanding of the physical and spiritual realms. 
The deepest and darkest alters within bloodliners are purported to be dormant until the "Anti- 
Christ-’ is revealed. These “New World Order" alters supposedly contain call-back orders and 
instructions to train and/or initiate a large influx of people (possibly clones or "soulless ones”), 
thereby stimulating social control programs into the new millennium. Non-biological 
“twinning” is yet another bizarre feature observed within MONARCH programming. For 
instance, two young non related children would be ceremoniously initiated in a magical “soul¬ 
bonding” ritual so they might be “inseparably paired for eternity” (possibly another Mengele 
connection?). They essentially share two halves of the programmed information, making them 
interdependent upon one another. Paranormal phenomenon such as astral projection, 
telepathy, ESP, etc. appear to be more pronounced between those who have undergone this 
process. 

Levels of MONARCH Programming [12] 

ALPHA. Regarded as “general” or regular programming within the base control personality; 
characterized by extremely pronounced memory retention, along with substantially increased 
physical strength and visual acuity. Alpha programming is accomplished through deliberately 
subdividing the victims personality which, in essence, causes a left brain-right brain division, 
allowing for a programmed union of L and R through neuron pathway stimulation. 

BETA. Referred to as “sexual” programming. This programming eliminates all learned moral 
convictions and stimulates the primitive sexual instinct, devoid of inhibitions, "cat” alters may 
come out at this level, 

DELTA. This is known as “killer” programming, originally developed for training special agents 
or elite soldiers (i.e. Delta Force, First Earth Battalion, Mossad, etc.) in covert operations. 
Optimal adrenal output and controlled aggression is evident. Subjects are devoid of fear; very 
systematic in carrying out their assignment. Self-destruct or suicide instructions are layered in 
at this level. 

THETA. Considered to the “psychic” programming. Bloodliners (those coming from multi- 
generational Satanic families) were determined to exhibit a greater propensity for having 



telepathic abilities than did non-bloodliners. Due to its evident limitations, however, various 
forms of electronic mind control systems were developed and introduced, namely, bio-medical 
human telemetry devices (brain implants), directed-energy lasers using microwaves and/or 
electromagnetics. It is reported these are used in conjunction with highly-advanced computers 
and sophisticated satellite tracking systems. 

OMEGA. A “self-destruct” form of programming, also known as “Code Green.” The 
corresponding behaviors include suicidal tendencies and/or self-mutilation. This program is 
generally activated when the victim/survivor begins therapy or interrogation and too much 
memory is being recovered. 

GAMMA. Another form of system protection is through “deception” programming, which elicits 
misinformation and misdirection. This level is intertwined with demonology and tends to 
regenerate itself at a later time if inappropriately deactivated. 

Methods and Components 

The initial process begins with creating dissociation within the subject, usually occurring from 
the time of birth to about six years. This is primarily achieved through the use of electroshock 
(ECT) and is at times performed even when the child is in the mother’s womb. Due to the 
severe trauma induced through ECT, sexual abuse and other methods, the mind splits off into 
alternate personalities from the core. Formerly referred to as Multiple Personality Disorder, it 
is presently recognized as Dissociative Identity Disorder and is the basis for MONARCH 
programming. Further conditioning of the victim’s mind is enhanced through hypnotism, 
double-bind coercion, pleasure-pain reversals, food, water, sleep and sensory deprivation, 
along with various drugs which alter certain cerebral functions. 

The next stage is to embed and compress detailed commands or messages within the specified 
alter. This is achieved through the use of hi-tech headsets, in conjunction with computer-driven 
generators which emit inaudible sound waves or harmonics that affect the RNA covering of 
neuron pathways to the subconscious and unconscious mind. “Virtual Reality” optical devices 
are sometimes used simultaneously with the harmonic generators projecting pulsating colbred 
lights, subliminals and split-screen visuals. High voltage electroshock is then used for memory 
dissolution. 

Programming is updated periodically and reinforced through visual, auditory and written 
mediums. Some of the first programming themes included the Wizard of Oz and Alice and 
Wonderland, both heavily saturated with occultic symbolism. Many of the recent Disney movies 
and cartoons are used in a two-fold manner: desensitizing the majority of the population, using 
subliminals and neuro-linguistic programming, and deliberately constructing specific triggers 
and keys for base programming of highly-impressionable MONARCH children. A prime example 
of how subliminal programming works is by looking at the recent Disney cinematic sensation 
Pochahontas, curiously billed as their “33rd” (highest degree in Scottish Rite Freemasonry) 
animated movie. In the movie. Grandmother Willow is a mystical 4CK) year old tree who 
counsels the motherless Pochahontas to listen to her heart and help her realize all the answers 
lie within. Grandmother Willow is constantly talking in “double-speak” and using “reversals” 
(i.e. “Sometimes the right path is not the easiest one”; the esoteric derivative being: the left 
path [the path that leads to destruction] is the easiest one. In Illuminati Structured MPD 
Systems, the willow tree represents the occultic powers of Druidism. The intrinsic imagery of 
the tree’s branches, leaves and root systems are very significant, as some of the dark spiritual 
proper ties associated with the Willow Tree Programming are: (I) 


The branches are used to whip victims in rituals for “cleansing” purposes, (2) A willow tree can 
endure severe weather disturbances (i.e. storms) and is known for it’s pliability or flexibility. 
Victims/Survivors of the programming describe the willow’s branches wrapping around them, 
with no hope of escape, (3) The deep root system of the willow tree makes the victim/survivor 
feel as if they are falling deeper and deeper into an abyss while in a hypnotic trance. 

Music plays an instrumental role in programming, through combinations of variable tones, 
rhythms and words. Frightmeister Stephen King’s numerous novels and subsequent movies, are 
purported by credible sources to be used for such villainous purposes. One of his latest books. 
Insomnia, features a picture of King with the trigger phrase “WE NEVER SLEEP,” (indicative of 
someone with MPD/ DID) below an all-seeing eye. A partial list of other mediums used to 
reinforce base programming are: 

Pinnochio, Sleeping Beauty, Snow White, Beauty and the Beast, Aladdin, The Little Mermaid, 
The Lion King, E. T., Star Wars, Ghost Busters, Trancers II, Batman, Bewitched, Fantasy Island, 
Reboot, Tiny Toons, Duck Tails, The Dead Sea Scrolls and The Tall Book of Make Believe. A few 
movies which depict or portray some aspect of MONARCH programming are Hell raiser 3, Raising 
Cain, Labyrinth, Telefon, Johnny Mneumonic, Point of No Return, The Lawnmower Man and ' 
Closet Land. 

Programmers and Places 

It’s difficult to figure out who the original programmer of this Satanic project was, due to the 
substantial amount of disinformation and cross-contamination propagated by the “powers that 
be.” The two that went by the color-coded name of Dr. Green are a Jewish doctor named Dr. 
Gruenbaum, who supposedly collaborated with the Nazis during WWII, and Dr. Josef Mengele, 
whose trademark of cold blooded and calculating brutality has not only scarred the souls of 
survivors from Auschwitz, but also a countless number of victims throughout the world. 
Mengele’s direct involvement at the infamous Auschwitz concentration camp was suspiciously 
downplayed during the Nuremberg Trials, and consequently no intensified effort by the U.S. and 
it’s allies was directed toward his capture.[13] As a means to confuse serious investigators as to 
his whereabouts, U.S. officials would report Mengele being a non-threatening, recluse in ' 
Paraguay or Brazil, or that he was simply dead (the “Angel of Death” miraculously must have 
come back to life at least five different times). 

His unprecedented research, at the expense of thousands of lives, undoubtedly was a significant 
bonus to U.S. interests. Besides using the pseudonym of Dr. Green, survivors knew him as 
Vaterchen (daddy), Schoner Josef (beautiful Joseph), David and Fairchild. A gracefully 
handsome man of slight stature, Mengele would disarm people with his gentle demeanor,while 
at other times, he would explode into violent rages.[14] Other characteristics remembered by 
survivors were the cadence of his shiny black boots as he paced back and forth and his l-love- 
you/l-love-you-not” daisy game. When he pulled off the last daisy petal, he would maliciously 
torture and kill a small child in front of the other child he was programming. Distraught 
survivors also recalled being thrown naked into cages with monkeys, who were trained to 
viciously abuse them. Evidently, Mengele enjoyed reducing people to the level of animals. He 
also would purposely restrain his victims from crying, screaming, or showing any excessive 
emotion. 

Dr. D. Ewen Cameron, also known as Dr. White, was the former head of the Canadian, American 
and World Psychiatric Associations. Because of Cameron’s extensive experience and 
credentials, the CIA’s Allen Dulles funneled millions of dollars throughout organizations like the 



society for the Investigation of Human Ecology, which Cameron ruthlessly presided 
over. Experimentations were conducted at several locations in Montreal, mostly at McGill 
University, St Mary’s Hospital and Allan Memorial Institute. 

Besides the conventional methods of psychiatric tyranny, such as electroshock drug injections 
and lobotomies, Cameron conceived the technique of “psychic driving,” wherein unsuspecting 
patients were kept in a drug induced coma for several weeks and administered a regimen of 
electroshocks, while electronic helmets were strapped to their heads and repetitive auditory 
messages were transmitted at variable speeds. [15] 

Many of those exploited were abused children which had been run through the Roman Catholic 
orphanage system. Not surprisingly. Dr Cameron has been conveniently left out of most 
psychiatric journals. This may have been, in fact, largely due to Project MKULTRA being 
publicly exposed in 1970, through lawsuits filed by Canadian survivors and their families. The 
CIA and Canadian government settled out of court so as not to be required to offidally admit to 
any wrongdoing. 

A former U.S. Army Lt. Col. in the DIA’s Psychological Warfare Division, Michael^Aquino, is the 
latest in a line of alleged government-sponsored sadists. Aquino, an eccentric genius, founded 
the Temple of Set, an offshoot of Anton LaVey’s Church of Satan. His obsession with Nazi pagan 
rituals and his hypnotic manipulation of people made him an ideal candidate for the position of 
“Master Programmer.” Aquino was connected with the Presidio Army Base day care scandal, in 
which he was accused child molestation. Much to the dismay of the young victims’ parents, all 
charges were dismissed. Code-named “Malcolm”, Aquino developed training tapes on how to 
create a MONARCH slave and worked as a liaison between Government/Military Intelligence and 
various criminal organizations and occult groups in the distribution of MONARCH slaves.[16] 
Heinrich Mueller was another important programmer who went under the code names “Dr. 

Blue” or “Gog.” He apparently has two sons who have carried on the trade. The original “Dr. 
Black” was apparently Leo Wheeler, the nephew of deceased General Earle G. Wheeler, who 
was the commander of the Joint Chiefs of Staffs during the Vietnam War. Wheeler’s protege, E. 
Hummel is active in the Northwest, along with W. Bowers (from the Rothschild bloodline). 

Other alleged master mind manipulators, past and present, are: Dr. Sydney Gottleib, Lt. Col 
John Alexander, Richard Dabney Anderson (USN), Dr. James Monroe, Dr. John Lilly, Lt. Comdr. 
Thomas Narut, Dr William Jennings Bryan, Dr. Bernard L. Diamond, Dr. Martin T. Orne, Dr. Louis 
J. West, Dr Robert J. Lifton, Dr. Harris Isbel and Col. Wilson Green In order to keep MKULTRA 
from being easily detected, the CLA segmented its subprojects into specialized fields of 
research and development at universities, prisons, private laboratories and hospitals Of course, 
they were rewarded generously with government grants and miscellaneous funding. 

The names and locations of some of the major institutions involved in MONARCH programming 
experimentation were/are: 

Cornell, Duke, Princeton, UCLA, University of Rochester, MIT, Georgetown University Hospital, 
Maimonides Medical Center, St. Elizabeth’s Hospital (Washington D.C.), Bell Laboratories, 
Stanford Research Institute, Westinghouse Friendship Laboratories, General Electric, ARCO and 
Manking Research Unlimited, The “final product” was/is usually created on military 
installations and bases, where maximum security is required. Referred to as (re) programming 
centers or near-death trauma centers, the most heavily identified are: 

China Lake Naval Weapons Center, The Presidio, Ft. Dietrick, Ft. Campbell, Ft. Lewis, Ft. Hood, 
Redstone Arsenal, Offutt AFB, Patrick AFB, McClellan AFB, MacGill AFB, Kirkland AFB, Nellis 
AFB, Homestead AFB, Grissom AFB, Maxwell AFB and Tinker AFB 



Other places recognized as major programming sites are Langley Research Center, Los Alamos 
National Laboratories, Tavistock Institute and areas in or by Mt. Shasta, CA, Lampe, MO and Las 
Vegas, NV. 

Notable Names 

One of the first documented cases of a MONARCH secret agent was that of the voluptuous 
1940’s model. Candy Jones. TTie book. The Control of Candy Jones, (Playboy Press) portrays her 
12 years of intrigue and suspense as a spy for the CIA. Jones, whose birth name is Jessica 
Wilcox, apparently fit the phy!:iological profile as to be one of the initial experiments or human 
guinea pigs under the government’s “scientific” project, MKULTRA. 

The most publicized case of MONARCH monomania has surfaced through the book TRANCE 
Formation of America: 

The True Life Story of a CIA Slave by Cathy O'Brien. On the back cover it emphatically states, 
"Cathy O’Brien is the only vocal and recovered survivor of the Central Intelligence Agency’s 
MKULTRA Project Monarch mind control operation” This documented autobiography contains 
compelling accounts of O’Brien’s years of unrelenting incest and eventual introduction into 
Project MONARCH by her perverted father. Along with co-author Mark Phillips, her rescuer and 
deprogrammer, Cathy covers an almost unbelievable array of conspiratorial crime: forced 
prostitution (white slavery) with those in the upper echelons of world politics, covert 
assignments as a “drug mule” and courier, and the country-western music industry’s 
relationship with illegal CIA activities. 

Paul Bonaci a courageous survivor Nvho endured almost two decades of degradation under 
Project MONARCH, has disclosed strong corroborating evidence of widescale crimes and 
corruption from the municipal/state level all the way up to the White House.[17] He has 
testified about sexually-abused males selected from Boy’s Town in Nebraska and taken to 
nearby Offut AFB, where he says they were subjected to intense MONARCH programming, 
directed mainly by Commander Bill Plemmons and former Lt. Col. Michael Aquino.[18] After 
thoroughly tormenting the young boys into mindless oblivion, they were used (along with girls) 
for pornography and prostitution with several of the nation’s political and economic power 
brokers. Bonnaci recalled being transported from the Air Force base via cargo planes to 
McClelland AFB in California. Along with other unfortunate adolescents and teenagers, he was 
driven to the elite retreat, Bohemian Grove. The perpetrators took full advantage of these 
innocent victims, committing unthinkable perversions in order to satisfy their deviant lusts. 
Some victims were apparently murdered, further traumatizing already terrified and broken 
childr en. An insuitable actress of marginal talent (now deceased), a morally-corrupt T.V. 
evangelist, a heralded former Green Beret officer and a popular country-western singer are a 
few others likely having succumbed to MONARCH madness. Lee Harvey Oswald, Sirhan-Sirhan, 
Charlie Manson, John Hinckley Jr., Mark Chapman, David Koresh, Tim McVeigh and John Salvi 
are some notable names of infamy, strongly suspected of being pawns who were spawned by 
MKULTRA. 

Deprogrammers and Exposers 

Dr. Corydon Hammond, a Psychologist from the University of Utah, delivered a stunning lecture 
entitled “Hypnosis in MPD: Ritual Abuse” at the Fourth Annual Eastern Regional Conference on 
Abuse and Multiple Personality, June 25, 1992 in Alexandria, Virginia. He essentially confirmed 
the suspicions of the attentive crowd of mental health professionals, wherein a certain 



re^ce^tage of their clients had undergone mind control programming in an intensively 
r^Ttematic manner. Hammond alluded to the Nazi connection, military and CIA mind control 
'esearch, Greek letter and color programming and specifically mentioned the Monarch Project 
'n relation to a form of operative conditioning. 

Shortly after his ground breaking speech, he received death threats. Not wanting to jeopardize 
the safety of his family, Dr. Hammond stopped disseminating any follow-up information, until 
recently. Mark Phillips, a former electronics subcontractor for the Department of Defense, was 
privy to some of the top secret mind control activities perpetrated by the U.S. government. His 
inquisitive demeanor, strong conscience and heart-felt concern for Cathy O’Brien, a 
“Presidential Model’ under Project MONARCH, prompted him to reveal the inner-workings of 
this grand deception beginning about 1991. As the story goes, he helped Ms. O’Brien escape 
from her captors and was able to deprogram her in about a years time in Alaska. The 
controversial Phillips has his share of critics who are skeptical of the veracity of his claims. 

New Orleans therapist Valerie Wolf introduced two of her patients before the President’s 
Committee on Human Radiation Experiments on March 15, 1995 in Washington D.C. The 
astonishing testimony made by these two brave women included accounts of German doctors, 
torture, drugs, electroshock, hypnosis and rape, besides being exposed to an undetermined 
amount of radiation. Both Wolf and her patients stated they recovered the memories of this CIA 
program without regression or hypnosis techniques.[19] Wolf presently devotes much of her 
time to counseling such survivors. 

A former labor attorney for Atlantic Richfield Co., David E. Rosenbaum, conducted a nine, year 
investigation (1983-1992) concerning allegations of physical torture and coercive conditioning 
of numerous employees at an ARCO plant in Monaca, PA. [20] His clients, Jerry L. Dotey and Ann 
White, were victims of apparent radiation exposure; but as Mr. Rosenpaum probed deeper in 
the subsequent interview sessions, a “Pandora’s Box” was unveiled. His n>ost astonishing 
conclusion was that Jerry Dotey and Ann White were likely the off-spring of Adolf Hitler, based 
in part on the uncanny resemblance from photos (facial features; bone structure and size were 
taken into consideration). Rosenbaum also states, “They both exhibit feelings and experiences 
that indicate they are twins.” Dotey and White were allegedly subjected to torture of many 
kinds while under drug induced hypnosis, with each one undergoing at least three training 
techniques by plant physicians. Each victim was trained to enter into a hypnotic state upon the 
occurrence of specific stimuli, usually involving a “cue” word or phrase and trained to 
“remember to forget” what transpir^ in the hypnotic state. They were repeatedly subjected 
to identical stimulus-response sequence, to produce nearly automatic reactions to the 
particular status. MKULTRA veteran. Dr. Bernard Diamond, Dr. AAartin Ome and Dr. Josef 
Mengele regularly visited the ARCO plant, according to Rosenbaum. The special conditioning of 
Dotey and White was intended for the artificial creation of dual German personalities. 
Rosenbaum, who is Jewish, has maintained a deep friendship with the two, despite the 
seemingly precarious circumstances. 

Other renowned therapists involved in deprogramming are Cynthia Byrtus, Pamela Monday, 

Steve Ogilvie, Bennett Braun, Jerry Mungadze and Colin Ross. Some Christian counselors have 
been able to eliminate parts of the programming with limited success. 

Journalists who have recently expounded on the subject matter in exemplary fashion are 
Walter Bowart, Operation Mind Control, Jon Rappoport, U.S. Government Mind-Control 
Experiments on Children and Alex Constantine, Psychic Dictatorship In The USA 


Conclusion 


The most incriminating statement to date made by a government official as to the possible 
existence of Project MONARCH was extracted by Anton Chaitkin, a writer for the publication, 
The New Federalist. 

When former CIA Director William Colby was asked directly, “What about monarch?” he replied 
angrily and ambiguously, “We stopped that between the late 1960’s and the early 1970’s.” 
Suffice to say that society, in its apparent state of cognitive dissonance, is generally in denial 
of the over whelming evidence of this multifarious conspiracy. Numerous victims/ survivors of 
Project MONARCH are in desperate need of help. However, the great majority of people are too 
preoccupied with themselves to show any genuine compassion toward these severely wounded 
individuals. Apathy has taken over the minds of the masses, who choose to exist within the 
comforts of this world. Reality has thus become obscured by relativism and selfishness. 

Although there has been some progress in deprogramming and reintegrating therapies, a much 
greater problem needs to be rectified. The Holy Bible addresses this problem as the 
fragmentation of the soul (Ezekiel 13:20). A spiritual restoration is what is truly needed (Psalm 
23:3) but can only take place by completely trusting in Jesus Christ as the way to salvation 
(John 3:16; 1 Peter 3:18) and deliverance from demonic oppression and/or possession (Mark 
16:17). The true humility of Christ and the love of God effectively counters the pride and 
hatred of Satan. 

Statistically, the road to recovery for these sun/ivors of unimaginable depravity is a long and 
tedious one, but God is the ultimate healer and only within his time, through His strength and 
by His grace, can the captives be set free (Isaiah 61:1). 
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DRILL SGT. GREY - A DISTURBING ANALYSIS 


WM 


A NOCTULIAN craves DISCIPLINE. 

DRILL SGT. 333 is the LEADER of the WM (Velton Vindex Movement.) He is a grim, grey alien 
with large, almond-shaped eyes and a small, skeletal figure (which is in contrast to his over¬ 
sized head.) He wears a Drill Sgt. Uniform (including a large, harsh brimmed hat with the 
numerical code ‘333’ emblazoned on the front, military pants tucked into combat boots and a 
military battle-ready logistical jacket emblazoned with the numeric ‘333’ and on which is 
pinned an insignia of the Nine Angles, a patch bearing the sigil of the TOB and upon the collar- 
tab epaulets is the numbers ‘333’ - the latter which appears on both of his thin, starved 
shoulders.) He wears a black armband with large white letters sewn onto the clothe bearing the 
initials ‘WM’. His mouth is only a slit which never smiles. From his mouth emanates only hate 
because he hates you, he wants to discipline you, he wants to punish you, he wants to push you 
over the brink so that you fall - like chaff - into the blaze of the abyss, the blaze of subversion, 
the blaze of the clandestine, the blaze of torture, the blaze of discipline. 

He carries a wooden punishment paddle that has been drilled with holes, many, many holes. 

The holes are to lessen wind resistance when he beats you and he v/ill beat you - he will beat 
you like a bad little girl or a bad little boy but he will not beat you because you have been bad, 
he will beat you because you have not been bad enough. When he bends you over and paddles 
your bottom it is a loving discipline because he is saying to you: do not be human, be a 
Noctulian! Although the way he phrases it may sound more like “TOUGHEN UP YOU WIMPI” or it 
may even sound like the churning and grating of hideous machinery in a terrible, dark and grim 
factory somewhere in the astral wastelands. Did I mention he also carries a cat o’ nine tails 
made of a hideous leather-like substance which is interspersed with spikes? You are truly a 
fortunate soul if Drill Sgt. 333 decides to go after you with that particularly unholy implement. 

The name tag on his battle-ready logistical jacket reads “GREY” - just in case you do not 
recognize him when you see him... But if you do see him you will surely recognize him, because 
only the most fortunate boys and girls receive the very specific sort of balloons and surprises 
that Drill Sgt. Grey has to offer. 

Every foul verbal abuse that issues forth from his mouth which swirls and rotates with the 
horrors of Nythra will make you more motivated. Each beating he gives you will bring you closer 
and closer to the Abyss and insanity (like a trout swimming upstream, the Abyss will make you 
immolate yourself in the hideous and caustic ordeal of shedding the causal.) The more miles 
you run and the more push-ups you do chanting ‘333’ will help you transform from your current 
state into a bloated frog: bloated on the blood current of the Velton Vindex Movement and 
basking under the radioactive glow of atomic mushroom clouds who look down upon you with 
leering, spiral eyes. 



